88              AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
maintained perfect discipline by force of her personality. This turned out exceptionally useful when, in later years, I was summary writer on The Daily Telegraph. The one subject in which I showed consistent progress was shorthand, being possibly stimulated by the knowledge that Charles Dickens was an expert shorthand writer. I was not then aware that Bernard Shaw wrote his plays in shorthand, or I should probably have been inspired to redouble my efforts. Incidentally Mr. Shaw has hit on the secret of extracting the maximum use from shorthand. Neatness is all. His copper-plate characters are easily readable by his secretary. When a colleague interviewed him recently, he poured scorn on the undecipherable scribble which passes for shorthand with the average reporter.
Hansard reporters in Parliament write such neat and immaculate shorthand that they can exchange books and read each other's notes. In my opinion public schools make a grievous mistake in overlooking the importance of this subject. It is of incalculable value, not only to author and journalist but also to any student who needs to take notes. One of my colleagues in Fleet Street, Jack Sewell, who gained a brilliant double first at Cambridge, attempted to learn shorthand after coming down to newspaper level and had to confess his failure. A good shorthand writer is like a good pianist; in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred he must start young.
My lunches, when at the City of London College, generally consisted of a half veal and ham pie, a roll and butter, and a cup of coffee—all of which cost about eightpeuce in a Lyons tcashop close by. There I studied the various City types with the avid interest of a visitor at Whipsnadc. I marvelled that the men's shoes were always so shiny, their hair brilliantincd and parted so immaculately, their collars so clean. The black coat and striped trouser uniform was the height of sartorial splendour. Sex stirrings within me, despite my total ignorance on the subject, riveted my eyes on the young typists and I felt the subtle allure of their softly rounded figures. I developed a tremendous inferiority